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Prowler 


Author's Notes: 
This is actually a mirror to heavvymetalqueen's ‘Fear Is The Key’ - same events, but from the POV of the 
second antagonist. | just thought it might be fun to see what was going on from the other side, so to speak.. 


It would help to have read that one first! 


For Lia. Enjoy. 


Prowler 


One of those nights. It really was one of those bloody nights when you don't know if you want to be alone or 
get blasted in company - party or pooper? 


Yeah. One of those. 


So there | am, sittin’ in this little bar and concentrating on gettin’ wasted. There's been some funny sort of 
shit going on around the Maiden camp, and nobody's talking to anybody else. 


"Nicko!" 


Arnd | was just thinking that drinking alone is a damn bad thing when that German shortarse hails me from the 
other side of the bar. | dunno if | like him or not yet; he's a bit bouncy and, like | said, short. What is it with 


short singers? Still. Company is company. Even if you might tread on it if you're not careful, ha ha. 
"Kail Old lad. Whatcha doin’ here?" 


He's getting drunk, you stupid boy. What else is he going to be doing, especially in here? Because I'll tell you, 
folks, I've heard some stories about this kid and no mistake. But not too many girls in this bar, so what the ‘kin 
‘ell he's doing here drinking alone instead of hunting for someone to shag is beyond me. Not his usual sort of 


pick up joint. Not that | know what his sort of usual joint is.. 
| must be drunk, I'm babbling to meself. ‘Kin ‘ell. Hello, he's talking. 


‘| wanted to get horribly drunk to forget how much Italian beer sucks. You?" Heh, well, figures | suppose. He 
scrambles up onto the barstool next to me and | grin. Its not that ‘kin tall but then, neither is he and it looks 
pretty bloody funny - especially once he gets settled and starts swinging his feet, like a little kid He shoots me 


a glare."Where are the others?" 


"Others?" | ask, pretending not to notice how ‘kin annoyed with me he is. Well, he shouldn't be so short then 


"No others here. Just plain ol Nicko, all alone." 


And | don't want to think about why, thank you very much. Distract me, little German singer man with the 
short legs. 


| thought the biggest metal band in the universe had more alcoholic parties. | must have been wrong." 
Cheeky bastard. 


"No, no, yer right! We're always fooling around, drunk as cucumbers and all dat good stuff.it's just that..ya 
know, bloody tiring and all that. We're not schoolboys anymore." | laugh, but it's not really funny. Quite apart 
from the fact that drinking alone makes you look like a sad old alcoholic - which | am nof, quiet there at the 
back - there's other reasons for why I'm not out with the boys. And | don't want to discuss them but | know 
that if | say that to this lad he'll be on it like a rat up a drainpipe, wanting to know what's happening. | don't 


want to talk about it. "And you're alone, too." State the truly bleedin’ obvious, why don't you. 


"lim rooming with Henjo. The man snores. Like a truck caught in a fucking landslide. | can't stand him for a 


whole night, unless I'm totally wasted" 

"Good then. Hey you! Two more!" What the hell, let's get wasted together. The barman doesn't understand me 
so.. "Two. More," | explain, pointing to my glass and holding up two fingers. | know, | know, I'm being rude. Mild 
mannered happy ol' Nicko has his off days too, you know. 

"Cheers," | said once the drinks arrived, raising my glass. Hansen does the same, still with that sly little smile 


on his face. The ‘kin ‘ell is he smirking about? If | was a fighting type I'd want to wipe that smirk right off his 
face but..nah. Ol Nicko's a lover, not a fighter. 


"To the forever young ones," he laughed. Well, yeah. | can drink to that. 

"Hell yeah!" 

We drank, ordered more. And it looks like he's as good at the ol' flannel as | am, because we laugh and talk for 
a while about absolutely nothing. Then of course the conversation gets around to that staple of drinkin’ men 
everywhere - sex. Oh deary oh my, the one thing | don't want to talk about. One of the things. Its complicated. 
Its my own bloody fault - the question just kind of slipped out before | could stop it. l'm such a fool 
sometimes. 

"Whatcha doin’ here? Found no nice Italian girl to spend the night with?" 


"Uh?" 


He looks confused, so | just has to dig myself that little bit deeper. That's me, get to the bottom of a hole and 


hand myself a ‘kin pickaxe. 

"Oh, come on. You know what the rumors ‘bout you are. You like.having yer fun, so to speak" Can't tell him 
what people really say, can |? Anyway, | don't know what ‘slut and ‘whore’ are in German, so I'll be nice. And I'l 
smile a lot so he doesn't know what a ‘kin idiot | feel for starting this conversation. There are things he doesn't 
need to know, up to and including why | shouldn't have started this bloody conversation in the first place. 

"Ok, rumors true. But | don't think anybody said anything about girls" 

Oh no. Oh ‘kin ‘ell, no. Not you too, mate. 


"Ya mean you're..you're.." 


"Exactly." 


"Whoa. | didn't know. Sorry.” 


Sorry? Sorry? I've got nothing to be ‘kin sorry about but it's the first thought that sprang to mind. | am 
confused though, so guess what? Yeah, | just gotta keep digging. 


"Thought you were married, though." Shut up. 
"| am." 


"What? With..with a bloke?" 


He snorts, nearly blowing the whiskey out of his nose. Steady son, that's expensive stuff there. "No! Gabi is 
still a woman, as far as | know. We married when it was still a good thing to..act subtle about these things." 


"Oh" 
"Yeah" 

"So when people say you jump in every bed you see they.” 

"They've probably already slept with me, yep." 

"Cool" 

Right, now | know. Drop the subject, Kai. Stop digging, Nicko. Yes you, y'bloody fool 
"It doesn't make you uncomfortable, right?" 


Me? Uncomfortable? Oh good God no, | always glare at myself in the mirror like this. Duh. "Nah, it's ok. It's not 
like yer trying to shag me, after all." 


| try and erase a couple of uncomfortable memories that pop up at those words. ‘Kin ‘ell. How do | get meself 
into these situations? "You're not uncomfortable with me being straight, I'm not with you for being..yeah. You 
know." Gay. Queer. Turd burglar. And all the other ugly names | can think of. Ugly names for handsome people, 
and we'll stop that line of thought right there, | think. 

"Yeah. Straight" There's that snort again. What's he on about? 

"What?" 


“Straight men don't exist, Nicko, trust me." 


"Hey, they dol | should know. I'm one of 'em!" | am, | am. Truly. Honest. No word of a lie. Guv'nor. 


"A straight man is just someone who hasn't met the right guy yet, from my experience” 
"Urr. An | guess the right bloke is always you, right?" 

"Damn right 

"Double urr. lIl stick to the straight side of the street, thank you very much: 


Change the subject. 


They threw us out at, what, must have been two in the damn morning. Like to drink late, these Italians -- still, 
nothing more had been said about you-know-what so that made me happy. I'd almost forgotten why I'd come 
out drinking alone when the cheeky little sod nips in under my radar and what did he do? He bloody kissed mel | 
should have flattened him. | should have walked away. 


| certainly shouldn't have got in the damn taxi with him and agreed to go and have a beer (or two, my bloody 
suggestion, that,) with him in his room. Sing with me, boys and girls -- Nicko's a bloody fool. Getting in a taxi 
to go back to the room of a gay guy who has just fired the opening bloody salvo in the normal will-they- 
won't-they battle of the sexes. Only this time it's one sex and I'm sure they're not meant to have sex but | 


can't forget after the show the way that -- 

‘Kin ‘ell 

"| could go down on you so fast you'd never know what hit you." 
| can't help it. | blush. Oh ‘kin marvellous. Stop, Kai. 


But you know what's really daft? | don't tell him to stop. Well not exactly -- | tell him there's no way in hell, 
but somehow | don't think he believes me. Mind you, | wouldn't either. Straight guy puts up with all this flirtin 
and doesn't punch said gay guy in the gob? Hmm, pretty suspicious. | might just as well buy a pink feather boa 
and call meself Maria, know what l'm saying? And still | follow him, on my way to beer and who knows what ‘kin 
else is going to happen. Good old Nicko, still digging away and making the pit deeper..and still bothered by images 


and memories from after the show earlier, flittin’ around my head and refusin’ to die despite the whiskey. 


He chucks his roommate out - and | don't know German but he wasn't wishing us a friendly goodnight - and 
there we are, sat on his bed. Well, he's sorta sprawled and me? l'm perched on the end of it. | need a beer. Of 
course, first thing | do is start talking, innit? ‘Kin ‘ell. Drop myself right in it, but after what happened earlier | 


am curious. Only natural. 


He asks me if I've ever considered it, and me? | flinch like I've been shot. Too damn close to home, Kai old son. 


Back away please, that's just too uncomfortable a place for me to go right now thank you very ‘kin much. So 


I'll go and get the beers and hope like fuck that he changes the subject. 
It works, for a little while. 


But then | goes and drops myself in it. Again "Yanno," | say, hearing the slur in my words and thinking Crpes 
Nek, stop right there! "Creepy conversations aside, you're a helluva host. ‘S been a while since | had so much 


fun" 
Which is true. In its own rather odd way. 


"Is touring with Maiden so boring?" And you want to know something weird? There's a gentle compassion in his 


voice that almost tips me over the edge into maudlin weepin’, it does really. 


"Boring? Nah, not at all. But you know how it is. Always on tour..or in the bloody studio..you end up gratin’ on 
each other's nerves fer nothing, right? Or worse, you have those horrible bus trips where's everyone's 
ignoring the others..And when you do party, it's like you're doing it because you have to, you get me? 
Sometimes ya forget that it's good enough to crash down, have a couple o' beers and just chat. Am | makin’ 


sense to ya?" 
"Totally. Why do you think | fled from Helloween, back in the day?" 


OK, now l'm intrigued. | thought they'd all fallen out, like what often happens with bands that start so yourg. 
Seen it happen all too often - and let me tell you, I've seen Bruce and Steve have some hellacious rows in their 


day. Not so much these days though, being as we're all grown ups and sensible nowadays. No really. 


But apparently not in Kai's case - it all got too intense and he wanted a life. Well, yeah; if nothing else, the 
Gamma Ray boys sure know how to have a good time. Seems to be what they live for and | know it's not what 
life's all about but fuck my old boots it makes a pleasant change from the bloody angst we get all the bloody 
time. | think we should tour with these guys more often, see if some of that happy-go-lucky stuff would rub 
off on some of our more serious members, and | tell im that, he just says that ‘Arry would think I'd slept 


with him. Him Kai not him Harry. | shake my head and snort. 

"Argh, but is there anything else on your mind? Ever?" 

"Let me think.no. You don't win the ‘slut of power metal nickname for nothing, you know?" 

| scold him for a bit but my heart's not really in it and he's laughing at me now, silly little man. So then | 
change tack and tell him off, try and persuade him that it's not normal for blokes to shag their band mates 
but you know somethin’, squire? My hearts not in that, either. Anyway, we've wound up facing each other on 


our sides, nice and comfy -- 


And he asks if he can kiss me. And he sounds serious about it. And despite the fact that | know - | know, boys 


and girls - that what | should do is punch him and stomp off in a huff, | bloody don't, do |? 


Of course, then | want to know why, don't 1? Why would he hit on me all of a sudden and you know something 


really bloody odd? 

I'm getting angry about it. All the uncertainties from earlier, the horrid feeling in the pit of my stomach that 
drove me off to look for a nice little bottle of forgetfulness on my own, the nasty ideas and the horrid clear 
pictures from me mind, all that rolls itself around the way | feel about being asked for a kiss. By a bloke! 
Hasn't he got the picture? 

‘But.why me, of all people?" | yell, glaring at him. "I get that you can have anybody you want. So why me?" 


He hasn't got the picture because I'm not too sure what it is myself, tell you the God's honest. Confusion and 
too much bloody beer and whiskey. 


"Because |. Like. You." 
‘lm just handy. You found me alone in that bar and bar! Let's hit on ol' Nicko, right?" 


He sighed, and flopped down on the mattress looking like a kicked bloody puppy. "Look, just.forget it, ok? Scratch 
that. Rewind the last bit of the conversation. Whatever." 


It goes quiet in the room, but my mind is whirring and grinding. After all the shit that's gone down today then 


Why the fuck not? 

"Go on Kiss me, if it's such a big deal." 

Yeah, I'm trying to sound bored. Nope, it aint working, on him or me. But what's the worst that can happen? 
He gives me a single kiss and | turn into a screaming queen right away, all bloody eyeshadow and high heels? | 
don't ‘kin think so. And..you know..it might help me think clearer about.earlier. 

Hmmm. 

Not so bad. 

I've had worse. 


Much worse. 


Time for another beer, and | do try to ignore the smug look that skips across his face when | offer to get him 
one. Pack it in Kai, | really don't want to have to explain myself to you - but all the way to the fridge | can 


feel his lips on me, smell his breath (not too bad, thanks) and sense the echo of his stubble on my cheek. 
Weird ol' feeling, I'll tell you. 


But.. 
Beer. 
ww 


We get to laughing, rolling around on that bed and hooting like a pair o' bloody chimps. | crash into him and oh, 
‘kin hell! He's all warm, still kind of trembling a bit from all the giggling, and oh, oh, oh -- 


| want him. Silly, isn't it? / dunno what's come over me, but | fancy a little wander down the other side of the 
street and no | am not going to think about why all me inhibitions have buggered off to Rio for a holiday. They 
have, and that's all that matters, right? 


Oh my. | take it nice and slow; | guess part of me is hoping that he'll get silly now, take it too fast and I'll be 
able to hit him and get out with me honour intact. Oh, who am | trying to kid, this is what he's been after all 
night and he's not about to screw it up now, is he? He might be a foreigner but he's not bloody daft. 


Well now. He's one hell of a kisser, and it stirs up all sorts of feelings. Some up north and some - a lot, 
actually - much, much further south. Before | know what I'm doing (oh all right, but we can argue about that 
later) my bloody hands are creeping off to find out if the rest of him feels as damn good as his mouth does. 


Oh yeah, it does. And when he starts to nibble at the back of my neck, and stroke me in places that man was 


never meant to go -- 
Oh, God. 


He's sneaking glances up at me. Don't look at me. Don't 
we 


The shower, post gig. Sometimes a venue for horsing around, shouting and laughing and manly antics because 
that's what we are, eh? All lads together, never bloody grew up ‘cause if we was proper grownups we'd be 
insurance salesmen or something. H and Davey are ragging Janick about something, Harry is laughing at them 
and I'm just getting clean and wondering just how long | can keep this up for - me back's nearly banjoed as it 
is, nearly went twice during Trooper, it did. Still, I'll give me up me tubs when they bury me and that's the 


truth, so l'm humming a happy little tune when Bruce bounds into the shower. 
Laughs and jokes, then grabs H and -- 


~ Ke 


| can't do this. | can't. | can't look at him and | can't touch him because if | do I'll know I'm not with who | want 
to be with, and that hurts like bejesus, it does. | can't look down and see gentle brown eyes not fierce nearly- 
black, and | can't touch wavy blonde hair because I'll get a shock that it's not deep auburn curls -- 


~~ 


Janick and Davey just roll their eyes and get on with getting clean, ignoring the floorshow next to ‘em. | can't 
‘kin believe it, my eyes must be on bloody stalks and | know my mouth's open because ‘Arry laughs at me and 
tells me to close it before | drown. 


Bruce has pushed H against the wall and he's holding his face, kissing him like a bloody hoover. Good God! 
They're trying to bloody eat each other! And what they're doing with their hips.. 


Steam and slide of skin, soapy feel and rasp of chest hair. The hot water makes patterns in body hair, pools and 
gathers in strange places then spills across thighs and hips, drips from balls and teases with its siken glide. Npples 
harden, driven to points by the friction, foreskins roll back with the tugging pressure of cocks jammed between 
bodies. Heat and desire and steam and -- 


I've lost my voice. | don't what to say and | sure as eggs is eggs don't know what to do ‘cos what l'm seeing 
can't be happening, never in a month of bloody sundays. Its making my eyes spin and me head ring and | can't 
bloody move either. | kind of see Janick and Davey leave, flicking water at the rutting bastards against the wall 
and telling them to get a bloody room, already! 


I'm shakin’. | can't stop it. 
we 


Oh jesus, it's good. | want to touch him but | can't, | can't look and | can't touch ‘cause if | do reality will hit 
me in the back of the head and l'll remember where | am and who | am and who he is and then | can't -- 


And then he does something with his fingers and his tongue and | don't know if | yell, if | do it's the wrong 
bloody name and oh..oh... 


~ Ke 


„and Bruce is on his knees now, and H has his head thrown back and he's groaning, got his fingers tangled in 


Bruce's hair and oh, my God, he's fucking his mouth and he's -- 
"Nicko?" 


-- Bruce is kneading H's balls and now H must be, oh fuck me Bruce is a swallower, and now he's crawling up 


H's body and -- 


"Nicko?" 


Its Harry, and | dread to think what | look like when I turn to to look at him ‘cos he gives this shocked little 


laugh like what the ‘kin ‘ell's wrong with you, mate? 

‘I've asked ‘em to keep it in private but what can you do? Sorry Nick, | thought you knew." 

Knew? Knew?! No mate | did not know and | would rather have found out in any other way than seeing it all in 
glorious technicolour when me mind is on something else entirely, thank you very much. | blink at ‘Arry, and he 
shakes some of that hair out of his eyes - it gets all stuck to his eyebrows when its wet, you see - and all 


of a sudden WHAM! All me thoughts sort of clear at once and | don't like the shape of ‘em one little bit. 


"Never thought you swung that way, mate," grins Harry, and he's put his hand on me ‘kin chest, hasn't he? 


"You are a dark horse." 


Its only then | realise I'm a hair away from blowin! me own load. And his hand is burnin’ a hole in me chest and 


I'm gettin’ certain ideas concerning wrapping my own fingers in all that wet hair of his and pullin’ him down -- 
And | look at Harry, and he's laughin’. 
He's not angry, he's not disgusted, 


In fact, there's this little look in his eye I've seen him get when there's somethin’ tasty around, like some of 


them good time girls we all used to take such advantage of -- 

And that's when | bolt. 

ae 

"Yeah, could you call me a taxi? Five minutes? Thanks: 

What? 

| know it wasnt you Kai mate but | thought.? 

"You dont want to stay’ 

Well, no, | suppose | don't. But | was at least hoping we'd get to talk Ive been bursting to tell someone all 
bloody night, just didnt want to admit it is all. Hardly surprising is it? ‘Hello mate, | found out earlier tonight Id 


like to shag me bassist and also, incidentally like, me boss. Funny old thing life, isn't it? 


Don't exactly trip off the old tongue. 


Oh gawd. | can see it in his eyes. I've hurt him, haven't |? Despite all that garbage earlier about being a slut 
and oh it-don't-matter | can see that it does. I've seen the same look in a groupie's eye a thousand times - 
well, nearly, less of it from the back there - and he was hoping for more. | dunno whether he thought he'd 
get to shag me or I'd shag him but l'm willi to bet that he had more in mind than just a blowjob. 


Bloody good one, mind you. 
By the time my fingertips find my shirt | know I've lost. | can't talk to him now, it would sound too much like | 
was making excuses and | don't do that and neither, | think, does he. So | get the old Nicko-blather going and fil 


up the silence with nonsense until I'm dressed and up and at the door. 


| even look him in the eye, but what | see there is going to haunt me for a while, | think, so | look down at the 
floor instead. That's not accusing me of anything. 


"l'm..goin', then." 
"Yeah," he says, looking up and flashing me a grin, "see you Tomorrow." 


"Uh?" Oh God, | don't have to go through all this again tomorrow do |? And | dunno where he got that smile 
from but it makes him look like a dead man, what with the hurt in his eyes and all 


"At the gig.” 
"Oh. Right. See ya there, then" 


And I'm gone, walking down the hallway and very much alone in my own head for a bit. You bloody fool Nicko. 
You ran away from someone you know you can trust, five someones you could have talked to, and went and 
found another someone you knew you could talk to but you didn't read between the lines, did you? No fool like 


an old fool, they say. And right now | feel bloody old, | can tell you. 
What am | going to do now? 
ww 


That thought rattles around my brain all the way back to the hotel, and | check that my mobile's turned off 
and then wonder why it doesn't ring. What could you say, anyway? Nothing. Nothing. 


So you'll pardon me if I'm not exactly at my best when | get back into my hotel room, head full of images and 
feelings I've never had to deal with before. In fact, l'm into my bedroom and pulling my shirt off - for the 
second time tonight, and | get a tiny thrill at the thought, bad Nicko - before | realise the lights were on and 


I've walked right past someone asleep on me sofa. 


| know who it is. 


| turn round and stare, just as he wakes up and blinks those dark eyes at me, almost batting them damn 
lashes as he gets the sand out of his eyes. 


"Hello Nicko." 
"Hello Harry." 


And he smiles at me and | think -- we've got to talk, my old son, oh boy do we need to talk. But you know 
something? I've got a funny feeling that things'll be alright. In the end, like. 


Funny old thing, life. 


